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"Are you feeling all right?" he asked, leaning closer. He held my hand so tightly in his that I could only squirm uncomfortably and try not to whimper in fear. He was so close that our breathes were mixing. I inhaled at his every exhale, drinking in his scent like a lost sailor starved for water. The concern was evident in his ocean-blue eyes, but there was a curve of his lips that betrayed the amusement he felt at the reaction he was getting out of me. 

"I'm fine, thank you," I squeaked, berating my body for being so weak for him to elicit such a strong response in me. I tried to convince myself that the fierce flare of yearning that I felt was from the name he shared with the mysterious article that I had read this morning and not because of how much I wanted his lips on my fevered skin, savoring every inch of me. 

He oozed desire and masculinity. It was all I could do to stop myself from throwing myself at him. He exhibited no such self control, pulling me towards him by his hand on mine. 

"You're trembling," he observed, an undeniable smirk etched permanently on his face. 

The sudden proximity took my breath away. I stared into his flawless skin and mesmerizing eyes as if beckoned by a siren's song. All of me was unbearably hot, heat simmering just under my skin, scorching my nerves. 

In one swift movement, he closed the space between us, pressing his lips to mine. I was too startled to react at first and he used my surprise to his advantage, pulling both my hands behind me together with my jacket. He made a quick twist behind me with the jacket, a maneuver that managed to trap my arms behind me using my own half-opened jacket. 

He swallowed my gasp of surprise with his mouth. The brutality of his movements only made me more aroused. I was trying to get free only half-heartedly, unable to decide if I wanted to push him away or pull him closer. Him rendering my arms useless only managed to take that decision from under me. 

His groan vibrated through me. Now that my hands were useless behind me, he could start doing anything he wanted to with my body.

This standalone story contains scenes involving reluctant stripping in public, hardcore gangbang, double penetration, bdsm, exhibitionism, voyeurism, & lots and lots of sex.
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Chikan Train
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I was awake ridiculously early. 

The sun had not yet risen beyond the horizon and the soft moonlight basked me in its comfortably glow. I knew it was a hollow darkness. If I allowed myself to shut my eyes, even if I told myself it would be only for a moment, the sun would be glaring down me the next time I opened them. Sleep would take over, shielding me from the inevitable. 

I had to go to work. 

I sighed and pulled myself from the bed, groaning in protest the entire time. The floorboards were impossibly cold and I had to force myself to put my weight on them as I trudged into the kitchen for a cup of scorching hot adrenaline. 

As I waited for the water to boil, I leaned against the countertop and rubbed my fingers into my eyes sockets. First week of work and I was working a seven-day-shift. It was insane. And I wasn't even getting paid overtime. 

My mind was too bleary and exhausted to be upset. I should be grateful to have a job in this economy in the first place. I had an Art Degree and my hundred applications to museums all over the country had either been ignored or rejected. The receptionist job might not be my dream job, but it paid the bills. 

The boiling water bubbled and I briefly debated on whether I wanted real coffee or instant today. Before I could decide, my alarm went off and I sped to the room to turn the damned thing off. My roommate was still fast asleep and I didn't want to wake her up. 

It was only 3:30 am. I still had a half hour to go before I needed to start walking towards the train station. Real coffee it is, then! 

It should worry me more that I might taking the infamous 'Chikan Train' to work today. The truth was, I wasn't completely sold on the idea that the 4:20am train would suddenly be filled with men in expensive suits at one of the stops and they would all work together to strip and take advantage of a lone woman. I had heard so many variations of the urban myth that there should have been a dozen police reports by now. 

I went to the bathroom and splashed cold water on my face, letting the freezing liquid jolt me awake. 

What would Bella say if she knew I was going to take the Chikan Train to work today? Flip out most likely. She was the one who had introduced me to the train in the first place. The train that good girls don't take, she said. 

I had rolled my eyes at her the first time she explained to me what chikan was. 

"It's like, when guys on trains sidle up to girls and like, totally violate them. I heard they even take their underwear as souvenirs." 

I smirked to myself in the mirror. That girl believed everything she read on the internet. As I waited for my coffee to brew, I got my phone and looked for encounters on the Chikan Train. There was a website dedicated wholly to the incidences that happened there.

My eyes widened at the latest entry. It happened this month! 

* * *
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November, 2015

Jack and I found our target even before she had boarded the train. The oblivious girl was wearing a truly scandalous outfit. The tight dress hugged her every curve, leaving little to the imagination.

Her cleavage showed through the low-cut dress, nipples perky from not wearing anything underneath the black dress. She probably thought no one would notice that she had chosen to forgo her bra today because she was wearing black. 

"Check out the chick over there," Jack said, eyeing her through the corner of his eyes. I didn't know why he even bothered being secretive about it. The rest of the guys had formed a half circle around her in the back of the train, blocking the view from the rest of the transit. There wasn't anyone else in the train with us. Why should there be? It was so early in the morning. 

"She's hot," I agreed, staring at her openly. She had chosen to stand by a pole despite the many empty seats around her. All the better for us to work with. There was little doubt in my mind she knew what she was getting into. There was no other reason a woman would be dressed like that in the infamous 4:20 train downtown.

I couldn't keep my eyes off her . A smirk found its way to my lips as I drank in every inch of her. Carefully, I edged closer to her, using the motion of the train to move me casually until I was standing directly behind her. I was so close I could smell the piece of candy she was chewing on. 

I could see the perfect set of breasts on her chest. Every time the train rocked, her breasts bounced perfectly. She was quite the bombshell. 

Jack assumed position in front of me, making sure that she was unable to move away even if she wanted to. I slowly lowered my hand until it was resting directly by her butt, then, as the train moved forward a little, I palmed her, almost making it seem accidental. 

The look of surprise on her face was priceless, but she didn't cry out like I had expected. Oh, she knew exactly what she was getting into. I let my palm rest on her soft buttocks, feeling the moldable flesh with my fingers slowly.

She didn't even attempt to step out of my way. It was hard to, in any case, what with Jack blocking her path directly in front of her. If she were to take a step to the front, she would be walking straight into his chest. 

A soft blush was forming on her cheeks and I could tell she was trying her best not to make a sound. Her grip on her handbag tightened and she reached her free hand behind her. 

Her palm was a little sweaty when she made to grab my wrist and pull me away. Was she regretting her decision to get on the gangbang train? I could feel the flesh on her buttocks tensing. Her grip on my wrist was doing little to deter me from my task. It seemed like she realized that she was in over her head. The idea of having multiple men use your body like a cum dumpster may seem erotic in your mind, but to actually be at the mercy of complete strangers was something else altogether. 

Her eyes widened when Jack turned around to face her. He was not a scary-looking man. Especially not when he was dressed in the grey-silver suit. But when he reached forward to palm her breast in both hands, she jumped. I frowned disapprovingly at Jack. He was supposed to wait a little longer. I suppose he couldn't contain his excitement and wanted to feel those wondrous boobs with his hands. 
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